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AND ANOTHER BIG ADVANTAGE FOR YOU IN CAMELS —

the smoke of slower-burning Camels contains
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LESS NICOTINE
than the average of the 4 other of the largest-selling
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cigarettes tested-.less than any of them — according
to independent scientific tests of the smoke itself

HEN all is said and done,
the thing in smoking is the

smoke !
Your taste tells you that the smoke
of slower-burning Camels gives
you extra mildness, extra coolness,
extra flavor.
Now Science tellsyou another im
portant—and welcome—fact about
Camel's slower burning.
Less nicotine—/'// the smoke! 28%
less nicotine than the average of
the other brands tested—in the
smoke! Less than any of them—in
the smoke! And it's the smoke that
reaches you.
Try Camels... the slower-burn ing
cigarette...the cigarette with more
mildness, more coolness, more fla
vor, and less nicotine in the smoke!
And more smoking, too — as ex
plained beneath package at right.
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slower
than the average of the i
other of the largest-selling
brands tested—slower than
any of them—Camels also
give you a smoking
equal, on the average, to

"SMOKING OUT" THE FACTS about nicotine. Experts, chem
ists analyze the smoke of 5 of the largest-selling brands ...
find that the smoke of slower-burning Camels contains less
nicotine than any of the other brands tested.

5 EXTRA SMOKES
PER PACK!

R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem. Xortj^jjlig|
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CROSLEY - EMERSON - RCA VICTOR - CAP EHART
FRANSWORTH - STROMBERG CARLSON

The Latest Records

Mt. Vernon Radio Co.
ESTAB. 1922

OPEN EVENINGS

DANCE FEBRUARY 22
Order Corsages Early

204 S. MAIN

Sharp's Flower Store
The Alcove
• Restaurant

M Candy Shop

Phone 895

ML Vernon, Ohio

• Soda Grill
Compliments of

People's Bank

THE
MANUFACTURING
PRINTERS
CO.

Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corp.

GAMBIER, OHIO

18 N. MAIN STREET
MOUNT VERNON, OHIO

Haircut

Shave

Massage

JIM LYNCH BARBER

FOR THE NEWEST BANDS
AND LATEST HITS
ON VICTOR, BLUEBIRD, COLUMBIA
OR OKEH RECORDS
Pay A Visit To Our Record Department

Knecht-Feeney Elect. Co.

GAMBIER

7 N. Main St.

Phone 195

GEM LAUNDRY
SINCE 1902

"Say
It With Flowers —
— Say It With Oars
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BY

Gambier Representative Jim Hayes Grocery Called For
and Delivered For Your Convenience

Albert E. Auskings

Mt. Vernon
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FLOWER SHOP
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THE CLOUD IN THE CEDARS
JOHN NERBER resembles in physical appear
ance a latter-day Viking, without the beard. He is
not Norse, however, but comes from Netherland
ish stock, and, more recently, from Battle Creek,
Michigan.
He is one of the fearsome race of modern
poets. His poetry, distinguished by some skill,
great obscurity, and a profusion of almost meretri
ciously brilliant images, appears now and then in
Poetry magazine. This summer, he was awarded
the Hopwood (University of Michigan) prizes in
poetry and fiction. This story is part of the prizewinning material.
He is a Senior at Kenyon College, a great lover
of Nature and bad puns above everything else.

The Cloud In the Cedars
M. waited for the preacher to stop, he waited
for him to say Amen, and sit down. But it was
for the preacher to do, but he did not do it, he
told how God was Love and how she knew that
and loved a good deal, loved her kinfolk and
neighbors and did God's work the best she could
and because of that, God had taken her to his
bosom and how she was happy now. M. thought
she was happy before, she was really happy, but
the preacher said how to weep at a birth and re
joice at a death, until M. could stand it no more
and closed his ears. He was sick to his stomach,
smelling the flowers, they were heavy and sweet
and she hated them and would not like it for them
to be there. M. looked at his hands lying in his lap,
thinking how now her hands lay quiet in her lap
how she lay there aching to come to him, to leave
all the kin and take his hand and lead him out into
the warm sunshine again away from these people
who came to stare at him taking it so hard but
not knowing how it was or caring much. Cold,
they would say afterwards, a cold hard man who
would not feel bad even at his own mother's funer
al. And he sat there locked in his suffering and
his pride with his eyes on his hands in his lap.
He could smell the flowers above everything
else, above the smell of the people, the ladies'
perfume and the shaving of the men, he could
smell the cold musty stink of the church above
the now quiet personal sorrow of A.'s mother sit
ting there outside him, he could smell the flowers
above everything. The flowers hurt him more
than A. dead there because they could hurt him
always when he smelled them, always bringing
this back, making it real, making him feel the
hurt of A., making it a double hurt. He looked
at the flowers. There were carnations and roses,
sweet peas. M. looked at the coffin, there was a
saddle of white flowers with words worked out
in red ones, it said, Our Dear A. From where he
sat he could see A.'s face, where it was propped
on a little silk pillow, he saw how sharp, lovely
her nose was in the old way it was between them,
4

he began to ache in his fingers how it was her
eyebrows curved. He could feel people looking,
watching how he looked at her, storing up his
look, how it was he looked at her not caring, cold,
hard he was, looking at her like she was a stranger.
He looked how her hair was drawn smooth
back from her forehead, how her nose was, and he
went far away with her where her hair was loose
in the wind and she held it back joking, telling
him she was going to cut it off, it was a nuisance.
They walked beside a little creek where the cows
ate the grass short, she in her white dress reflecting
in the water like a summer's day cloud, laughing
with him because they were alone, feeling good
because they were together, not talking always but
silent some because there was no need always for
talk between them like it is with people who talk
because they have nothing to say to each other.
They did not talk always because they know how
to be silent together, she said once how it was,
how people could talk in a language of feeling,
people who felt could talk that way, she said if
they felt that way they had no need to tell how
they felt in other ways of talking.
He went a long way with her and he felt with
her how she was feeling and she felt with him
how he was feeling. In the creek there were a
good many things and they liked it the way the
water went between the plants, and they liked it
the way the water went over the stones and down
slopes. They held their breath together when a
leopard frog stirred up mud in a pool where he
could not hide, going across to the other side with
his legs trailing beside him, and behind him. She
liked it when they came upon a bird playing in a
shallow and they stopped, not to disturb it, s e
liked it when they came to an old ant mound an
they stopped there not to disturb around them any
more.
She took his hand with hers to feel what
was more strongly and he lay at her feet w ith his
eyes closed feeling what he was and what she was
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Where they were it was shady but around them
there was sun and the warmed air flowed over
them. She began talking saying how it was with
her, she told him a poem about a little girl and a
hen, saying how Chucky died, and she told him,
saying how little Janet would not be instructed in
how deep was the kingdom of death. M. moved
his fingers within her's because he felt within him
what she meant, she too would not listen to what
was not there. He knew within him what she
wanted for him to know and he was content.
They would get up and go further then along
the creek to see where it led but A.'s mother took
them apart with her grieving and he was not far
away with her anymore. M. listened to the preach
er say how it was with the bereaved that they
must not grieve, that the Lord giveth and the Lord
taketh away and how it was that His ways were
mysterious but He knew what they were, what
wonders there were that He performed. M. felt
A. s mother weeping beside him, he felt her grief
to be then someways grieving because she knew
how people watched her and how it was she must
go on living with them. He could not feel A.
much in her to do this thing. He wanted to go
away with A. again but he could not then.
He could not close himself away from the
preacher s voice. It went on and on, inside him
and outside him, the words were like sharp sticks
poking his ear drums, poking his eyes, getting in
side, hurting him. The preacher had nothing to
say to him, he was talking because he had nothing
to say to them. The preacher's voice broke holes
where the flower smell settled heavy and sweet.
M. was suddenly sick to his stomach so that he
could not hold it in any longer. He got up and
^ent out walking quickly between the rows of
people staring at him, hating him because he was
co d, hard doing the unpardonable thing, going
°ut> refusing kinship with them, refusing her lying
so onely there in her pretty box.
M. went outside past the men waiting among
e parked cars, men looking at him with questions
|n t eir eyes and the questions in their voices, say% Hello, Hello M., and the talkative one saying
About over M. ? Out past the quiet reserved men
who said
not IV noth*nS' feeling how it was with him,
"ting him for doing how it was he was feelF£BRUARY,
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ing. Out past them, out into the road, M. went
before he stopped. The preacher was finished
with her, the choir sang and the building shook
with their voices, the tune came out over the cars
and the distance sucked it up over the fields. M.
trembled, he walked along the road until bushes
hid the church away from him before he could aid
himself with his finger to vomit away what he
could of what had happened to her. It was what
happened because they were without power to shut
people out this once, and what had happened
would always happen to them if they were caught
unexpectedly where they could not lift their eyes
to each other across the sudden desert place that
the drought of people's words made. She was
powerless to move her head, to turn her eyes to
him, to share her feeling with him, and preacher
moved to fill between them with the empty winds
of the desert.
M. walked a long time, he walked on dirt roads
and concrete roads and gravel roads, but he liked
the narrow winding roads best. They went along
with the hills and flat places without hurting them
any way, and there were not any cars anymore to
make him stand in the bushes and the weeds or the
woods on the side of the dirt roads. He liked it
when the road was his own and no cars came along
to push him off the road. He liked it quiet that
way where he could hear the wood birds making
it Sunday in the cool green woods. He liked it the
way the cows stood in the fields biting their way
through the grass. He liked it seeing the farms
the way they were like they had come to stay a
long time, he liked the houses with their wooden
roofs and rotted shutters, he liked the barns stum
bling down, he liked the smell, the good rich smell
of animals, he liked the way dogs came running
out to bark at him.
He liked it fine, his hurt went away, he felt
with a feeling that pushed out the country church,
the dishonest words of the preacher talking for
pay. He went a long way from them, he could
not remember anymore what it was said. He re
membered what it was unsaid between them. A.'s
nose cutting through the bad chill air and he
turned again to her like he always did. He had
not felt much, his hurt filled him so he could not
feel about her, so what had happened in the church
5

could not come between them, so that her going
away was what he did too, to come to her again.
It took a good deal of walking to work out of him
his hurt, now he could come to her again. She
was there always, but no longer could she come to
him always, she must wait for him, he must come
to her.
M. walking came back again towards the vil
lage, he came along the road that went over the
creek, he looked over the field through the trees
where they sat, feeling how it was, seeing the cows
there but not seeing A. there anymore. His fingers
ached with his feeling, wanting her, his wanting
for her hurt him in his back, in his legs, in all his
body, he was beginning to feel for the first time
what it was not to touch her anymore. He felt
how it was not to touch her anymore. She was
with him, she would never go away but he could
not touch her. He ached longing for her, it was
a new kind of hurt, feeling how it was so hopeless
and lonely in his fingers. It did not hurt him now
in his head where he knew what it was, how it
was between them, but with his body. He wanted
again to be in a room, her room, with her looking
at the pictures, loving them because they were hers,
liking her teapot, living, conscious, because he
was with her seeing things with the eyes of feel
ing, taking a book from her because she handed it
to him, with his fingers searching out the place
her fingers had warmed, or when she left the room
to go and feel the cushions where she sat, feeling
the warmth, being with her in that way.
M. went a long way with her, where a hill was
above a valley, where trees grew, where red cedar
trees did not get enough to eat from the poor dirt,
where they used to come and read and talk and
look out over the valley and feel between them
what it was they did not talk about because there
was no need for it. Here it was A. was strong in
side him, strong outside him, all around him in
this place. A. was with him tenderly feeling his
hurt, striving with gentle fingers to ease away his
hurt. The wind came up strong blowing her hair
and she was joking him, telling him how it was,
how it could not be, how it was this thing could
not be, how she would cut it off, to plague him and
he, joking her, said he would turn her away if she
did this thing, joking her back, threatening all in
6

fun to turn her away and she suddenly grave be
neath his fun begging him not to never, but he
knowing then that it was not he who would do it,
turn her away, but it was for her to do it, to turn
him away, to kill this fine thing within him and
he was frightened too.
Such a thing between them could not be, they
felt with each other how it was they could not do
it even in fun, they felt this cloud in the cedars,
the cold wind up up far away coming towards
them in the sky and they moved out in the sun to
warm themselves, feeling how it was that words in
fun were words too earnestly said. A. said again
how it was talk was bad, how could they say this
thing, they felt bitter about words and loose talk
and they moved together in the sun to feel with
their fingers how it was between them. They
listened to a bird down in the valley saying how
it was.
It was a long time now they did not speak,
they listened how it was, that sad sweet feeling
how it was between them, the cloud moved back
away from them, the cold wind rushed on over
them past. A. laughed, turning to him she said
how it was everything must be like this, how
everything must not be like this, and he felt how
she said it, how it was true, the words of the
preacher came back to him in the midst of this,
how it was she loved, he knew how it was but
not the same way. One was bad, one was good,
this was the good way she knew and the wind
flowing over them, moving her hair, moving him,
was warm, the cold wind was gone like the
preacher's words.
Everything must be like this, everything must
not be like this, he felt how it was in his fingers,
flowing back and forth between them, they were
silent, they looked sometimes at each other some
times across the valley. The hurt was gone now,
M. felt between them how it was gone, how it
would not come back, A. smiling tenderly feeling
how it sometimes would come back when he cou
not come to her, feeling how it was he wo
come to a desert place again when he could no
come to her. M. looked at her, feeling how t
hurt was gone now, M. looked at A. smiling ten
derly, listening to the red cedar trees in the warm
wind say how it was between them.
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JUST LIKE THIS
GEORGE HEMPHILL is an Oak Park, Illinois
young man, a Freshman at Kenyon College. He
is the winner of a scholarship in English, and a
writer of poetry and prose.
In Oak Park, he went to the school Ernest
Hemingway graduated from, a fact which pleases
him very much. There is an unframed picture of
Ernest hanging in Mr. Hemphill's room.
His other literary favorites are James Joyce,
William Blake, and Wolfgang Goethe. Although
you might think it from the lines from The Extasie
in this story, George says he is no metaphysical.
He has had one poem rejected from the New
Yorker.

Just Like This
At noon I walked away from my house feeling
ill with the sight of the neighborhood. I follow
ed the hot August sidewalk into our local businessdistrict, and all about me there was a glare, a sharp
focus on each automobile, on a noisy streetcar ac
celerating downgrade, on the grocerystore displays
where I could smell the rotten fruit, on all the
unlighted neon signs. I seemed to be the only
young man out-of-doors; the street showed only
a few women at their marketing, looking sharply
at the prices chalked onto the store windows.
I saw clearly so much meanness that I wonder
ed how I ever could have been happy before in
that part of the city. No more than a week pre
viously I had been continually elated by my neigh
borhood, not so much with beauty and wisdom
apparent in the very streets but rather because of
a kindly and doglike hopefulness I had sensed all
the people there had. There was a Walgreen
sodajerk I had worked with — he always kept his
apron clean, and he whistled "Stormy Weather"
endlessly, without knowing it was supposed to be
a sad song. There were even the movieushers I
knew, normally offensive but very polite and hap
py after their dinners. But now I saw them all
dirty, their lives mean, their joys all mirthless.
I walked west on High Street toward the sub
urb Prairie Forest, which adjoined the edge of
the city where I lived. I noticed how an arch
over me filled in and became green as I walked
deep into the residential district. At first I felt
slightly traitorous as well as trespassing, because
in the city Prairie Forest is actively hated, or at
least envied.
My neighbors envy the suburb for its clean
elmshaded streets, they envy the planned angles
the streets meet at to form parks and playgrounds,
they are jealous of the odorless Prairie Forest
people, of the schools and libraries the richer
8

community can afford; and the city people express
this jealousy in a poorly disguised contempt for an
idealism they yearn for.
By the time I was a block or so east of the
Prairie Forest Public Library a pride filled me near
ly as full as if I had been a native Prairie Forester.
The library had been built in a park planted with
a few young trees. The building was of stone in
a style common to the late 1920's. Two neat
gravel paths were laid out leading off High Street
(which was a concrete road in the suburb and in
the city a brick-and-asphalt-paved streetcarline);
one slanted south toward the tenniscourts and the
other led southwest toward the library. On the
north side of the street was another block zoned
for education: it had a new schoolhouse with
athletic-fields attached.
I made up my mind to investigate the library,
of which I had previously known only the address.
I came around to the west main door, which was
fitted with modern blinds. It led into a cool in
terior, and on the right was a pink drinking foun
tain. Opposite I noticed the shelf of "Recent
Books." I walked over and found what was to
me a very valuable book, valuable because I bad
been looking for it unsuccessfully in our local
library — The Web and the Rock. I planned to
take it out immediately and read it without in
terruption, until I found out from the librarian
that I had to be a resident to have a card.
"But if you live in the city," she said, you can
certainly get 'The Web and the Rock' there.
"Yes, thank you. That is what I will do, I
said without any enthusiasm at all.
I decided to take the book and read as mu
of it in the library as I could. I partly hoped it
would be as repetitious and as craftless as I had
read it was. In that case I would not bother
further, and I would not be interested enough to
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go to any trouble at the very large city library.
The readingroom I entered quickly became
for me, with enough acqaintance to make me feel
at home and yet not so much that the luxury of
newness had worn off, a kind of augury for a
splendid future, when I would have built a stone
house in Prairie Forest: when all my endowments
which burned so bright then on Saturday night
and beer would glow on Sunday and Tuesday
nights over mahoghany and port.
I romanticized the room even further. The
tables and chairs were of maple worn round at the
edges—had I known—after a revival style affected
at the time; but I thought then, even as I prefer
to think sometimes now, that a decade of hand
some, welltanned, curious people—in mentality
the dream of educators in California, where nu
merous such bodies can be secured—had sat there
and worn the furniture squirming after knowledge
their curiosity asked, while the books their teachers
had required of them lay beside them all neglected.
As I sat at one of these tables and rested my
arms comfortably and considered how softly the
light came through the windows I compared my
state of mind with that I had in the city library,
where I was less accustomed to notice any objects
around me at all: there I soon forgot the smell of
varnish, and of brown-painted radiators, the practi
cal and comfortless chairs, the old bums in squeaky
armchairs either lipreading or snoring over one of
the metropolitan newspapers.
I remember I got a short way in The Web and
the Rock before I noticed the girl. But all the
time I had been sure my grip on everything was
t0° strong to let even Thomas Wolfe pull me
away. The sunshine and the summer leaves were
at that moment too real to allow even him to
compete.
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And over there she was, undeniably standing
by the philosophy shelves. She had on a blue-andwhite-striped skirt, a blue sweater buttoning up
the back, and shoes not made for walking. A
gross self censorship acted then—a check which
had a fear of poets and children, which could
easily stultify any attitude open-eyed or naive.
Hadn't I read Ben Hecht's story where a professor
had met his future wife in a library? Gott bewahre mich!
When she turned around toward me my pur
pose to avoid her weakened. She was wellformed,
at least my equal in beauty, doubtlessly rich (her
calves were sun-browned), and I'm sure she had
"Thus Spake Zarathustra" in her hands. The
way she held the book open a half-inch of her
brown library-card showed over the top. Three
times we explored each other; "The Web and the
Rock" lay on the table forgotten, open at page
ten. It was the creator's oldest practical joke:
Our eye-beames twisted, and did thred
Our eyes, upon one double string
but a colorful one—ever brown, blue, gray, green,
and many colors more. There was no drabness of
inclosure or downcastment; but even though I
wanted Wolfe's book, and I knew how to get it
now, I knew there would be a fiction about the
whole thing. Fiction had happened to me before
without much satisfaction.
And I might be the only one to whom it seem
ed I was not performing simply an immense ra
tionalization. But it was just the way things were:
in my nineteenth summer. All the poets who had
said Beautiful had faked. I knew she was more
beautiful, I knew that I had felt more, I knew
she would be gone in a minute and I would never
see her again and that it was right.

9

THE BURGLAR
ROBIE MACAULEY hates everybody until
dark. He writes all his stories before dark. His
attitudes parallel Jonathan Swift's, but he's prettier
and writes more gently. He is indecently intel
lectual and rather enjoys watching the world go to
hell while he reads the Classics. He is very ro*
mantic and not at all sentimental. He is relate
in blood and spirit to the Lord Macauley whose
first words were spoken when he was three, to a
hostess whose maid had spilled hot soup on his
legs: "Madam, the agony is abated." He is 21,a
senior, a fencer and poet (neither of which he i°
dulges publicly), has designed a prize-winning
camera which will cost you just sixty bucks, p^0
and collects pictures, never says anything, and i
in Grand Rapids when he has to.

J

The Burglar
Jack and Elsie lived together on Bigley St.
They lived there after June 1933 when they were
married. Teddy Filmer lived with them. Every
night at 9:30, Teddy would get up out of the sec
ond-best easy chair and stretch his arms. Then he
would say either, Well I guess I'll leave you young
folk alone, or just, good-night all. He had forgot
ten why he said the first thing. It may have begun
back there in 1933 as sort of a joke, but it was not
a joke anymore in 1938. Teddy would stare at the
room for a minute with his hands in his pockets.
The room was very bare. There were only the
four chairs, a picture, a bridge lamp, and a little
end table in it. The picture was one of a lady in
a large hat with a basket of flowers in her arms.
It was very pretty. Teddy went upstairs then.
There wasn't any reason really why Teddy
should leave the young people alone. They had
never done anything that they wouldn't want Tedfly to see. Jack just sat in his chair and read the
paper or the Post and Elsie knitted something or
tried to get a station on the radio, when the radio
was fixed.
Teddy got into bed in the room just above their
eads. First they could hear the toilet flush. Then
t ey could hear Teddy's door go shut. Then clop,
c op his shoes would fall down on the floor.
The reason why Teddy stayed there was be
cause he didn't have any other place
to go. Elsie's mother would say to
her, Elsie why do you let that goodfor-nothing Teddy Filmer stay with
you and Jack all the time, eating you
out of house and home? And Elsie
would say that he was a fine gentle
man and besides he didn't have any
other place to go and that was all
there was to it.
When Teddy and Jack were in the state unier$ity they were best friends and roommates. Jack
FEBRUARY, 1941

brought Teddy along sometimes when he went to
call on Elsie at Leedsboro where she lived with
her mother and father and worked as cashier at
The Old Glory Movie Theatre. When Jack and
Teddy graduated, Jack got a job in Bailey working
for the Electric Light Company. Where am I go
ing to live? said Teddy. Come and live with me
and Elsie, Jack answered, you're our best friend.
All right said Teddy as sort of a joke, just let me
sleep in the bathtub or any old place. He never
slept in the bathtub, but in the brass bed Mrs. Cun
ningham lent them.
Jack got his job at the Light Company right
away, but Teddy didn't get a job anywhere. All
through the winter of 1933 Teddy looked for jobs
advertised in the papers or called at offices down
town where he heard there might be an opening.
Jack had to subscribe for both the morning and
evening papers so Teddy could look in the wantads.
In the spring, Teddy still didn't have a job,
and he didn't look for one very much anymore.
One April day Jack said to Elsie, I'm afraid old
Ted is getting discouraged about getting a job,
poor guy. So Elsie said they ought to have sort of
a party to cheer him up. They could spare a
couple of dollars for some beer and maybe ask
Claude and Sylvia Livermore over, because Teddy
liked them in college.
The party was on Friday night and Claude and
Sylvia came from the suburb section of Augusta
where they lived and parked their car out in front
of 329 Bigley St. at 8:30. Jack went up to get
Teddy. It was a surprise party and Teddy was the
only one who didn't know about it. He was sit
ting in his underwear with his feet up on the end
of the bed eating peanuts and reading a detective
story magazine. At first he wouldn't come down
and said it was just a gag to get him to go to the
drugstore, but Jack told him it was an honest-to11

god party and he had to come. Finally he put on zz walrus, and hung up saying, well I guess that 11
an old pair of carpet slippers and his shirt and a
hold him.
Now Claude and Sylvia wanted to go home,
pair of black pants and followed Jack downstairs,
but Teddy would not let them. He talked louder
still holding the mystery-story magazine in his
and
louder and his eyes rolled in his head until
hand.
Elsie
was afraid there was something wrong with
When he saw Claude and Sylvia he was really
them. He couldn't dance any longer, but he kept
glad but he pretended to be gruff. What are you
trying
to and finally he broke the bridge-lamp by
doing around this dump? he said. Then Jack
knocking
it over the table. Then it really was
brought the trayful of beer bottles in. It was a
time for Claude and Sylvia to go, but not before
polished steel plate with no handles. Jack had
Teddy
got sick, very sick.
picked it up at the office and thought it would
Claude
and Jack carried him up to his room
make a real nice tray for dishes. And when Elsie
and laid him on his bed. Then they took off his
saw it, she said exactly the same thing. So they
shirt
and pants and pulled the covers up over him.
put it up on a shelf over the kitchen door. Let's
They stood there a minute and looked at him.
everybody cheer Ted up, said Jack, handing the
Over his bed was a big green banner worth a dolbeer bottles around. Then Elsie came in with a
lar-and-a-half. It said STATE U in white letters.
plate of ham sandwiches and everybody began to
In the comer by the small table was a pile of cheap
talk about what chance the Giants had to win
magazines. Jack looked at him and said, poor old
the pennant. Everybody was nice to Ted and lis
Ted, I hope he'll feel a little more encouraged
tened to everything he had to say, but nobody had
now. Yeah, said Claude, and they went downto cheer him up, he cheered himself up.
stairs.
By 11:00 everybody was singing and having a
Teddy was encouraged, but not to look for any
fine time, especially Teddy. Jack and Claude kept
more jobs. He just sat around downtown in the
slapping him on the back and saying, old-life-ofparks or played pool all day. One day Elsie saw
the-party Teddy. And after they rolled up the rug,
him in Ketchum Memorial Park sitting on a bench,
Teddy danced with Sylvia and Elsie, and finally by
and after that whenever she went downtown, she
himself, singing a sailor song he knew, very loud.
would see him in nearly the same place.
The beer was all gone and the plate of ham sand
Now and then Teddy would get a little money
wiches was nothing but a heap of cigarette butts at
from
his uncle who was in the real-estate business
11:30. Teddy said just a minute folks and went
in
Tusla,
Oklahoma. Then Teddy would buy
upstairs. When he came down, he was balancing
some beer and bring it home or maybe he would
a whiskey bottle on the palm of his hand. He
take Jack and Elsie to the movies. He was certain
marched around the room singing, Rye whiskey,
ly generous, there was no getting around that.
rye whiskey, rye whiskey, I cry, but that was all he
But he was unlucky, besides not being able to
knew so he sat down after a while and took a big
find
a job. In the fall of 1934, he hitched-hiked
drink. Nobody else really wanted any, but Teddy
down to see his sister at Walsley. After he had
went around the room and made all of them drink
been gone three days, Jack got a wire collect from
some out of the bottle, putting his finger on the
him
saying please send twenty dollars at once to
line where the liquor came everytime while they
Teddy in Columbus. Jack and Elsie were very
drank so that nobody would get away without tak
excited and ran around the neighborhood trying
ing some. Then he led them in singing some col
to borrow eight dollars from somebody. At U*
lege songs.
they
got it, three from Mrs. Gorman, one from
When Mr. Leipholtz next door called up to
Mr. Berridge, and four from Joe Lovejoy. They
complain about the noise, Teddy talked to him
sent the money and didn't hear any more from
over the telephone and thought up wisecracks to
Teddy for three days. But on Sunday morning
answer him with. They all laughed loudly and
when Elsie went to dust out Teddy's room, s e
Claude remarked, some come-back, kid, some
found him in bed.
come-back. At last Teddy said, good-bye you old
12
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They expected to hear an exciting story from
him about the reason why he needed the money.
But at the dinner table he seemed very depressed
and would only say that he had been robbed be
tween here and Walsley. So they let him alone.
But he did say that he did not get a chance to see
his sister.
Teddy didn't go away any more and things
went on as usual that fall. Teddy no longer even
went downtown. He just sat in his underwear up
in his room, smoked hand-rolled cigarettes, and
read detective and mystery magazines. On the
table were the four or five books he had collected
in college. The Story of Philosophy, an anthology
called Poet's Gold, The Works of Poe, and Better
Business English. But he never read them. Once
in a while when Jack and Elsie went to a bingo
game, he would go too, but after his uncle stopped
sending him any money, he just stayed at home
all of the time.
Elsie's favorite joke was to touch him on the
bald spot on top of his head. Then she would
say, Teddy's hair going away. Teddy mustn't
lhink so hard. This annoyed Teddy and he would
•ot say anything to her.
Jack's favorite joke usually came on Sunday
when they were all sitting in the bare dining room
while Jack carved the roast. Teddy, he would say,
what you need is a good wife to take care of you.
h depended on Teddy's mood how he would take
this. Sometimes he would reply there were no
good women in the world, sometimes he would
pretend that he was just on the point of running
°tf with Elsie. Anyway, this joke pleased him
much more than hers, and he would always re
spond to it, usually by pretending to make love to
Nothing changed very much for two years. In
the summer of 1935, all three of them spent a
week together at Long Pine Lake, where Jack rente
a one-room cottage. There was only one
ouble bed and a mattress, so they alternated
s- One night Teddy would sleep in the bed,
the next
night Jack and Elsie. But nevertheless,
it w
as a very fine vacation, only spoiled by Teddy's
neafly downing himself one day.
It happened
w en Jack and Elsie were out in the boat fishing
Tedd y was sitting on the porch of the cottage
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drinking beer out of cans. In about an hour, just
£bout 4:00 p.m., he went in the cottage and got
his bathing suit on. They could hear him yell
something, then they saw him dive into the water
and start swimming toward them. When he came
up to the boat, he was breathing heavily, but he
had a grin on his face. Don't you splash water
on me, Teddy Filmer, Elsie said, and the next
thing she knew, Teddy was up on one side trying
to turn the boat over. Elsie screamed. Jack tried
to tell Teddy that Elsie couldn't swim, but Teddy
kept on pushing and rocking with the grin still on
his face. At last he gave a big heave, but before
he could push the boat entirely over, he bumped
his forehead on the oarlock and went sinking
down just like a stone to the bottom of the lake.
Jack jumped in and saved him, while Elsie bailed
out of the boat. They took him in the cottage
and Elsie kissed the bump and they put a com
press on it.
They ate dinner with Teddy sitting up in bed
with a plate in his lap. He was very cross and
insisted that Jack had hit him over the head with
an oar while he was trying to get into the boat.
On Christmas that year Teddy gave Jack an
overcoat that he had picked up in a restaurant. It
did not fit Teddy, but it looked well enough on
Jack. It made Elsie feel bad that all she could
give Jack was a $2.50 briar pipe and both of them
called him dear old Ted, and insisted that he eat
all the white meat on the chicken, which he did.
1936 came and things were still about the same.
Teddy read more and more mystery story maga
zines and even began to talk something like them.
One night in May while they were sitting on the
front porch before going to bed, Teddy told them
one he had made up himself. It was very long
and had a policeman for a hero named Richard
Cargill. It had to do with dope smugglers and
a mad scientist who lived in a castle with his
beautiful daughter. Jack and Elsie thought it was
very good and said he ought to write it up. I used
to do a little writing at State for the Weekly Stater,
remember? Teddy said. I might write this up yet.
Another night about two weeks later he said
he had another story, and he told it to them. It
was about the same policeman and another mur
der case. He said he really did plan to write
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this one up. Then he said, do you know who
Richard Cargill really is ? Jack and Elsie said no.
Well, Teddy said smiling, he's me. But Ted,
Jack said, you never had those kind of adventures.
I know it, Teddy answered, but I'm that kind of a
guy and I am going to do those things someday.
Besides, every author needs a lot of imagination.
The next day Teddy went down to the city
police station and asked for a job. He was very
surprised when the man at the desk asked him if
he could type. There was a part time job there in
the office, typing, and Teddy took it right away.
Elsie and Jack were very happy when Teddy came
home purposely late and told them he was now a
detective. They treated him with more respect
too, after that.
One night Mr. Bracken and his wife came for
dinner. Mr. Bracken was not really Jack's boss at
the Electric Company, but he was head of the de
partment Jack worked in. After dinner they sat
in the front room and Elsie turned on the radio
and out came a political speech. It was a Republi
can speech in favor of Mr. Landon for President.
Mr. Bracken was a Republican and so he said how
good it was. I am a liberal, Teddy said, I support
Franklin D. Roosevelt for President of the United
States. Then Teddy cross-examined Mr. Bracken
on his political ideas. While Mr. Bracken would
get red and scratch his neck and try to think of
answers for Teddy's hard questions, Teddy would
make funny remarks about the Republicans to
Jack and Elsie, who felt powerless, but uneasy.
At last, Mr. Bracken got very angry and helped
Mrs. Bracken on with her coat and they went
home. As they went down the porch steps ,Ted
dy gave a loud laugh and said, Every time I see
anybody so damn dumb as that, I want to tell
them how damn dumb I think they are. Neither
Jack or Elsie knew anything about politics, so they
did not say anything back to Teddy. Now most
of the time, even while he was not typing, Teddy
hung around the police station and the rest of the
time in the pool room. Jack and Elsie saw little of
him.
One night in September, he came in just as
they were finishing supper. He said he had had
his, so he went upstairs. At 8:00 he came down
again with a roll of paper in his hand. It's my
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story he said, waving it. At last I've got first-hand
material on crime and all the underground things
that really go on like this mad scientist Sternloff
in my story. I can write something pretty close
to the truth and yet with a good lot of imagination
too. He was sitting in the best easy chair under
the bridge lamp, which was mended with adhesive
tape, sorting out the pages. Ah, he said, here she
is. Then he looked around to see if Jack and
Elsie were listening. I got this idea from a true
story we have on the files down there at head
quarters. It's about a crazy scientist who was
hypnotizing beautiful women and controlling them
from a distance. Teddy picked up the manscript
and started to read.
As he read, his eyes watered, he gripped the
chair arm. When there was shooting, which he
called gunplay, his fingers would seem to grasp
a trigger.
"Richard Cargill felt the damp unwholesome
air of the tunnel in his nostrils. The door had
been slammed shut, there was no way to go but
forward. Suddenly from the darkness ahead echo
ed a ghoulish scream, so wild, so piercing, so
inhuman that his very flesh froze. He fumbled
for his flashlight. He crept cautiously along the
path until a turn of it revealed to his startled gaze
the nearly-nude body of a ravishing blonde, clad
only in a wispy silk scarf and her long, shining
hair."
Richard Cargill found the mad scientist Stern
loff and lost him again. He was catapulted
through a skylight into a weird laboratory. A
boa constrictor nearly got him while he was ques
tioning the scientist's beautiful daughter. He was
lost again in the castle dungeons. He came on
the machinery that controlled the sliding d00^
and the secret lifts. He trapped the madman in
his own laboratory, surrounded by hugh glass bot
ties containing the inert bodies of beautiful wo
men. And finally he forced him to throw himse
down the bottomless shaft usually reserved or
intruders.
Teddy got up and walked around the room
and tears of admiration rolled down his cheeksHe retold parts of the story and pointed out how
exciting they were. Jack and Elsie kept reP^lD^
that they thought it was very good, very good-
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At last, Teddy picked up the papers from the
chair and walked upstairs, beginning to read it to
himself all over again. They could hear his door
shut.
What do you think of it? Jack said.
I thought it was kind of indelicate, Elsie an
swered, especially the part where he finds the body
in the tunnel.
Uh huh, I don't know much about literature,
Jack said after a while. Old Ted's sure got it bad,
though.
The next morning, Teddy borrowed eighteen
cents for stamps and sent his story off to a maga
zine. Then he went downtown to the police sta
tion.
One night Teddy came home with a police
man's pistol and some bullets. Elsie was frighten
ed when she saw it, but Teddy said it was only
for times when he might be called out in an emer
gency. But the next afternoon he went down in
the basement and pretty soon Elsie heard an ex
plosion. She ran down the cellar stairs right away
to see what was the matter. Teddy was sitting on
the doormat aiming his pistol with both hands at
a big circle he had painted on the fruit cellar door.
Stop it Teddy, Elsie yelled. But Teddy pulled the
trigger and Elsie could hear the bullet plowing
through fifteen jars of pickled peaches.
When Elsie had cleaned up the glass and mop
ped the floor, Teddy promised to shoot in the other
direction at a box set up in front of the coal-bin
door, but he said if Elsie did not let him practice,
he would get rusty and lose his job at headquarters.
So all that evening Jack and Elsie sat in the
front room and jumped in their chairs everytime
Teddy put a bullet into the coal cellar. Once
Teddy missed more than usual and a bullet came
up through the front porch and Jack ran out to
see what it did. It had broken the top step and
rown a lot of white splinters into the geraniums.
Jack went down and asked Teddy to aim more
carefully and Teddy said he would.
One day Teddy got fired. A man at the Elecnc Light Company told Jack and when he asked
e
at dinner, Teddy said yes, what of it? I
Can make
more money on my own and writing
s ones than with that stuff. Teddy practiced all
ternoon, drinking whiskey out of a bottle he kept
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beside the doormat. Elsie ran the vacuum cleaner
So the shooting wouldn't get on her nerves.
The next noon Elsie met Jack at the door.
Teddy's story came back from the magazine this
morning, she whispered, and I guess he feels
terrible about it. At lunch, Teddy talked very
loudly and threw his arms around until he knock
ed over the water pitcher. Then he wanted to
start an argument with Jack whether it was his
fault or not, but Jack didn't want to argue and
said it was just an accident and everybody makes
mistakes.
Jack caught the streetcar for downtown feeling
a little bit worried about Teddy. Teddy was
drinking too much and speaking in a funny way to
Elsie. Jack noticed little things like that. At
last he decided, as he sat down at his desk in room
19A of the Bailey Electric Light Company that
Teddy was just excited. He would get over it.
It was the last of April and quite warm in the
office. Jack took off his coat since neither Miss
Harriman nor Miss Goggins was there today. Mr.
Grill kept coming in and putting down reports
and figures for Jack to check with his books. It
was the kind of work he liked. Along about 3:00,
Mr. Grill asked him if he wouldn't like to go next
door with him and have a coke. This pleased Jack
very much as Mr. Grill was usually too business
like to be very pleasant to him.
Jack felt even better as he finished up the re
ports exactly at 4:00 and was all even in his work,
neither ahead nor behind. He got the first Bigley
St. car that came into the square and sat down in
the back seat. While he rode home, he seemed
very happy. He smiled at Mr. Leipholtz who sat
in the seat in front of him.
While he walked the two blocks down Bigley
St. from the end of the line, he whistled Down
By the Old Mill Stream. His house was the last
one in the block. Out in front of it he saw two
policemen hiding behind the hedge and Joe Lovejoy kneeling there in his shirtsleeves. He began
to run. When he got opposite the Gorman's there
was a heavy bang from the front door of his house
and Joe and the policeman ducked down farther
behind the hedge. When he came pounding and
panting up, Joe pulled him down and said, keep
still Jack, everything's under control. Then there
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was a big crash that seemed to come out of the
kitchen. One of the policemen stuck his hat out
and nothing happened.
I heard Elsie yelling help out of the upstairs
window when I was going by here about ten
minutes ago, Joe said, and when I started up the
steps, somebody shot at me, so I ran like hell down
to the comer and got officer Baker here. Some
body's been shooting.
Jack was trembling. If it's a robber, old Ted
will get him you can bet your bottom dollar, he
said. Golly, I hope he hasn't hurt old Ted.
Officer Baker was crawling up the walk now
on his hands and knees. Nothing happened. I
guess its oke, he said. So Jack and Joe Lovejoy
and the other policeman went up on the porch
and looked into the window. Jack smelled gun
powder in the hall. He pushed in cautiously and
then he ran up the stairs two steps at a time to
Ted's room. As he went past the bathroom, he
saw that the dirty clothes hamper was upset and
the shower curtain pulled down. The door to
Ted's room was open. Over by the window Elsie
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was lying. There was a big bump on her forehead.
Her clothes were all rumpled and her dress was
torn way up to the waist. Ted's whiskey bottle
was spilled over in the comer. Jack knelt beside
her. He didn't know what to do, so he just picked
her up and laid her on the bed.
Then he ran down the stairs three steps at a
time, breathing hard and almost sobbing under
his breath. When he came into the dining room
he saw a messy sight. The two policemen were
standing with their hands on their hips looking
at it. It looked as if Teddy had come charging
through the dining room to the kitchen when that
polished steel tray Elsie used to serve things on
fell off its shelf over the door. It hit Teddy right
in the neck. His shirt was all blood down to his
waist and he was lying perfectly quiet in the door
way. His pistol was on the floor in front of him.
Jack fell down on his knees beside Teddy and
lifted him up in his arms. Teddy's head fell
backwards and Jack supported it with his hands.
Jesus, Teddy, he was crying, Jesus Teddy, did
you get him? Did you get the burglar, Teddy?
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ST. JOAN
BUD SOUTHARD is a daring young man
from Lakewood, Ohio, the author of a millionodd words of copy and a few paragraphs of fic
tion. He is short in stature, cynical in speech, and
he pitches for the Kenyon College baseball team.
Although you would not believe it, he is twenty
years old.
He has been writing fiction for one year, pub
lishing much of it in Hika. During this time, his
most notable success has been compliments paid
to his stories by Dr. William Carlos Williams, the
author. In his time, he has hitch-hiked over most
of America, written some poetry, has been in jail
several times, and, he says, nearly robbed a bank.
Now he wants to join the Canadian army in England.

St. Joan
In the daytime it wasn't important. It was
night, and raining.
He looked at the rigid ship on the rigid ocean.
The shadow of the lampshade moved like an ob
scene bird. The little red arrow circled twice.
"Oh, because your hair smells good and you
don't say things that make me wince."
She dropped her head to his shoulder. "That's
the best reason yet."
"Yet." The little red arrow lapped the big
red arrow, He glanced toward a slow hiss of
tires and a swinging splash of light, "Your
folks?"
"The neighbors."
He examined the red and white knuckles and
grinned. "The thing is, my head isn't good
enough to make any money at the only things my
stomach would let me do."
"Oh, stop it."
"Sure. I hope I can send you something nice
for your wedding."
"Please. I mean it."
"So do I." The little red arrow passed 2 3 4
without incident. "There's no answer.
"You expect one too soon."
He looked at the little red arrow. "An infinite
errand," he said slowly. "Wind me up."
"Please."
"Yeah." He smiled. "You should see the
bars on my bed. Parentheses." The shade was
still and the ship was moving.
"It's an animal necessity. Which particular
animal you choose probably isn't important.
He looked at the little red arrow and felt cold.
"Maybe not. One thing. I love you more than myself.
"Then wait."
"It's a long wait. First they lied to me. That
cost me a lot of time. Then I found out. I wasted
a lot more fighting them. Now for the first time
I know some people who don't lie to me. I'm just
getting started."
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She pulled his head into her lap. It s an old
story. It'd just mean worse problems."
"Yeah."
Her fingers dipped over his eyes. "And its
not important compared with the things that really
interest you."
He smiled. "This really interests me."
"Aw, relax, darling. Look what we've got
compared with other people."
"There we go again. He got up and walked
to the window, and looked down the long triangle
of road. "It's started to snow, Joan. Let's go for
a walk."
The wind was dragging great loose funnels
to the lake. They followed.
"When we get back I want you to hear the
Classical Symphony. You'll feel fine after that.
"I don't want to feel fine. I want to torment
myself." He laughed. "Let's skip.
At the cliff they looked down. A foghorn
droned and barked.
"Now," he said. "Right now it's important."
Below them a hugh infuriated animal spat and
roared and flung himself at the bars.
"That's what I meant," he said.
"What?"
"Listen. That. All the time I feel I have to
do something violent."
"I know."
"That's why, before. Maybe that one smash
ing second would make the others okay.
He stood behind her and rubbed his face in her
hair. "You should've worn a hat."
"Is it wet?"
"And stringy."
"Go away. I hate you."
He laughed loudly. "If I can love you when
you look like that, I guess it's the goods."
She wasn't smiling any more.
"Very handsome, though," he said, grinning"In a Halloween sort of way."
She said nothing.
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He spilled it through his hands and laughed.
"Like old seaweed."
"Let's go back," she said.
He felt suddenly tired. "Yeah."
Finally, "Cigarette?"
"No." She was walking fast.
"I've decided what to call you," he said bright
ly. She said nothing. "St. Joan."
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"St. Joan," he said again, and stopped and
laughed. He ran to catch up.
On her front porch she opened the door and
turned. "Do you want to come in?" She looked
at her feet. "For a minute."
He looked through the window at the ship.
"No," he said slowly. "No, I guess not."
The little red arrow passed 2 3 4 with dignity.
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Bruce Goddin
The silence of incense and lights was broken
as he scraped his feet in rising and walking past
the few worshippers still murmuring their prayers.
He paused a minute in the chapel entry-way to
shake his ear against his hand, and then went out
and down the quiet, early snow toward his hall.
He had not shaken all the incense out of his
head: the snow appeared white like lace, and the
heavy evergreens conformed neatly to its pattern,
although he couldn't quite grasp their symbolism.
For him, outside the chapel was an extension, more
complex and vital, of all that went on inside. And
this relation was the stay of his adolescent being.
The other boys at school would not have mark
ed him as religious, or mystical, or even philo
sophical; he was merely quieter than themselves.
They did not hesitate to yell for him when they
wanted to play hockey or ball on the field, and
he was the school swimmer: this itself provided
an approved, even unquestioned, reputation in
their schoolboy judgement. He alone fearfully
realised how far he came from fitting the neat
niche of school life, and wondered why his mind
and soul had ever reached out curiously, like the
eyes of an embryo's brain to examine existence.
To satisfy this question and hunger, he had
studied at uniting the objective and subjective in
bis life into an answer, so that now as he caught
the snow falling with his eyes, and tramped
b with his feet, he could put it in its place
in the scheme of things.
The snow flakes slid gracefully into his
dental process; and he was glad to relax in
the keen sense of peace they carried with
them, and he smiled.
He really smiled only when he was alone,
and then sometimes because he was happy,
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and sometimes because he enjoyed the superior
irony of things around him. Usually he was in
wardly oppressed by the rebellion and repulsion
his mind continually shocked him with. If he
smiled in the snow, it was because its whiteness
and its gentle, rough outlines were enough to rec
oncile themselves with his ideas of what the whole
of things should be. Nature conformed.
Because of the snow, he kept the smile until
he reached the sleeping hall and his room, and the
other boys began to awake and dress. Then his
heart became heavy like metal, and he felt urgently
troubled inside.
He had stepped deliberately in the drifts com
ing up to the path, and he thought now that he
was probably always in a drift, weighed down
with heavy black boots, and trying slowly but
frantically to get out. Always feeling the snow
getting thicker and deeper around his legs and
loins, and impassable at the waist.
This thought was in his head most of the
morning. It was only after classes in the after
noon, when he went to the pool, that he had any
promise of mental quiet. He looked forward to
the plunge in the clorine-green water to kick and
pump until his arms and back were dead. There
was peace in the striving and sweating, too.
Today the water was cool and smooth against
his skin. He took his board and started
kicking the distance of the length of the pool.
He liked the quick swinging of his legs in the
water, making a minor forest of spray. He
liked the water climbing and falling at his
chin, the swiftness of it under his belly. He
kicked at the drift with fierce precision.
When he came into the shower room he
was glad to stand under the pointed shower
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and rub his muscles with soap.
"Swell work, fellow," said one of the boys
who was sitting on a bench pulling on a sock.
"Work like that should beat St. Martin's, I guess."
He said, "They need a beating."
"Well, we can do it."
He reached for the fixture, turned the water
off, and walked to his locker. "They've got a
pretty tough man, though. Hemstead."
"I've heard he's good." The boy slipped on
his sweater, pushed his hair back, and said, "Well,
I'd better get to the books. I'll be seeing you."
He was looking for his shirt and said, "So
long," but he was thinking, "You are at peace; for
you, there is nothing disturbing." Then he re
membered how often he had talked to the fellow.
They met every day at the pool, and lived on the
same staircase; their conversations, however, had
been merely pertinent, never important. He won
dered if the boy ever thought about anything:
nature, God, or love. He wondered if any of the
boys ever thought of these things; and he imagin
ed their hostile eyes, if he were to mention them.
To them, nature meant good weather for the game,
or a supply of water for the pool; God was con
ceived of, and denied in an antique, supposedly
scientific, scepticism; the imposing and imposed
ritual of the church was formal; love was an oldfashioned way of implying sex.
He felt more than ever alone, as he buttoned
his coat, and walked across the campus. The drift
was becoming inexplicable, and there was no one
to stretch out an arm to him.
That evening he could not study, and he knew
there was no use trying. A thousand questions
that seemed to have been accumulating always in
his mind, came surging to the top of his thinking.
They rocked against his consciousness.
Putting his book down, he took his coat from
the closet and went out. He nodded briefly to the
master sitting at the desk, and explained that he
was going to the library. Outside, the snow was
white and made the night white. He stood on the
doorstep, and then started up the path. A sense
that the peace of that morning might remain, an
answer in the snow, had brought him out. He
was walking trying to recapture it; trying to find
it anyplace.
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At the fountain, he saw the young English
master. This man was new, and still and grave.
He liked his unconsciously baggy clothes, gentle
Virginian speech, and the poets he talked of—
Stevens, Crane, Auden. He had been inspired to
ask where he might read these men once after
class, and the master had lent him his own thin,
finely printed copies. He had read them, mar
velled, and reread. He felt that this man might
be his friend, might understand.
The master, if he had once noticed his absorbtion in the poets, had not commented on it beyond
necessity. Now, he said, "Good evening, Goddin."
"Good evening, sir".
"You out walking?"
"Yes, sir."
"So am I."
They seemed to be walking the same way,
down the hill to the bridge. He walked beside
him, but did not talk. They went on, acutely
conscious of each other, but silent; each one search
ing impossibly for something to say.
Finally, growing desperate, he commented on
the bitterness and intensity of the cold which was
catching them at the noses, ears, and feet. The
master smiled and mentioned Siberia.
They walked on, he uncomfortable in his
miserable inability to find anything to say. The
descending road was slippery and curved, snow
and evergreens were piled on the hillside; they
were not peaceful. When they rounded a curve,
the bridge was below them, white, piercingly cold,
geometric in the moonlight.
He felt the narrowing chill, and thought,
"Not even this is comforting: it's cold, chaste,
sterile. It stands passive to thought, but im
possible to touch. Unfeeling." He looked up at
the stars immeasurably far, and the bareness of the
_i _
»
sky.
The master pointed over the end of the bridge,
and down the long, white road between the trees,
"That looks like eternity," he said.
They turned back to the hill silently.
When he got back, he sat at the register: his
problems frozen into a bitter and unexpressible
lump in his stomach. He knew he felt as cold,
chaste, and sterile as the night air from the bridgeHe knew that there was no constructive force in
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his being; that the frantic knot inside, the pulling,
tending, breaking knot inside, was all that existed
n him. That brief, yet continous struggle between
inconsistent and impossible images and principles
battered him every day.
And in the middle of this battle, he stood, un
directed, uncentered, actionless. The satisfying
relationships he could build between the church
and the trees, were lost. He could find no way, no
direction; and now that the subversive forces in
him were lumped and still, he felt entirely and
terribly lost.
There was only one warm and comfortable
thought. In place of the hard, tight rigors of
hours and assignments, hopeless boys, and angry,
demanding men; the summer would bring the
looseness of freedom, and hard work and play, the
quiet of space, and the fullness of unobserved in
quiry. He knew he would love the summer, as
he now hated the winter.

JUL
The summer sun was dropping down to the
horizon.
He asked quietly, "May I come and see you
tonight after dinner?"
"You've never asked before."
"I've never wanted to come. But now I do.
May I?"
"Of course. I'll be looking for you." She
smiled and took her racket, and ran up the walk
to the porch, waving goodbye as she went in.
He said goodbye to her waving, and started
down through the garden. His mind revolved
rapidly in its narrowing circle; it was like a metal
disk, and it kept flashing, "I'm going to see her
tonight, I'm going to see her tonight, I'm going
to see her tonight."
When he got to the lower garden and near the
woods which separated their fathers' land, he was
^ginning to remember what she looked like and
what she had said. Her hair, he thought, was
probably the most electrically beautiful hair he
had ever seen; and there was a glow in her skin, a
warm, flesh-warmth, that made him want to dance.
He couldn't remember anything else; he was hopelessly caught in the mesh of these evidences of her.
He swung his racket at the ferns along the
Way> thinking that he would ask her to walk there
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with him that night; that he didn't care for the
undirected, meaningless life he was expected to
live, and the abondoned, uncomprehending people
he knew; that all he wanted was her, warm and
radiant, near him. He said sentences to her in his
mind; love-words, persuasive, overpowering lovewords. And she said love-words to him, and held
her arms open. It was pure and shining and aw
ful: he started to run across the lawn, crossed the
terrace, and climbed the side stairway to his room.
Her parents were sitting on the terrace smok
ing and talking when he got there that night; he
went in and found her listening to dance music on
the radio. She stood up and said hello. She was
wearing a white gown, moulded, soft, plain, and
her hair was hanging polished at her neck; when
she moved so that she was beside the bowl of
flowers on the table, he could hardly bear looking
at her. He said hello, and they sat down at the
radio.
The music was sensual, restless: she said,
"Shall we dance?"
He did not want to dance. "No, let's not.
Let's sit quiet a minute, and then let s go walking;
if you will."
She smiled and said, "All right. Let s sit in
the garden."
They got up, and he took her hand carefully
as he followed her outside. The fireflies were
playing over the dark flowers, so they stood to
watch them.
Suddenly he leaned over and said, "You're
very beautiful.' And they started walking slowly.
He was holding her hand very tightly in his.
They walked, conscious of the flowers, through
the garden towards the trees standing in the eve
ning half-lights.
She turned to him and said, "Let's go down to
the river."
He nodded, and thought, "She is all that I
have ever wanted and never had. Rest and love
and quiet and joy and peace." His heart folded
against his ribs, and he felt his stomach soar down
ward. Sparks of what were shooting through
him, urging him on, tearing at his resistance.
They were walking when she said, You re
very quiet."
He said, "O my God," and turned and pressed
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her close against him, and put his arms around
her.
She was limp and heavy: he felt her, warm and
tight and moving, against him. Then she whisp
ered, "I know a place. Come."
He half said, "No, wait." But she did not
hear, and he was ashamed to repeat the words as
they made their way through the trees. She was
ahead, holding her hand back to him. His heart
was beating furiously, troubled, his hands were
sweaty, his entrails trembled with anticipation,
doubt, fear. A thousand little hammers were
tapping wild messages in his brain: her warmth,
her lips, her smooth hair; then fearfully: her
ready warmth, her knowing lips, her experienced
hair, ready, eager, knowing.
"Here," she said, pulling him to her in the
shadows of the laurel near the river, "here." And
she pressed herself against him. He clutched her,
so that her head fell drunkenly on his shoulder,
her mouth against his ear.
He prayed, "O God, no. Not so animal. Not
like this." He whispered hoarsely, "Stop it. Stop
it, Kitty." She looked up unheeding, blindly
swaying. He pressed his lips full on her, hard,
biting; pushed her away, to run, unknowing of
where he ran, through the woods.
He ran until he was breathless. His mind was
beginning to clear, and the dizzy flood that had
swept his whole body when he was with her. He
was slowly realizing that he could not blame her
more than himself. That he had provoked the is
sue and supplied the motive-spark that had led
them both to the woods. And the ultimate reality
of that had been more than he could grasp and
face: the world of image-reality he had lived in
had been suddenly snatched away, and he had
faced a new, immense, uncomprehendingly im
mense, world.
It was hours before he went home; and then
he went slowly, aware of the nearness of the next
house, and the piteous, white child left on the
river bank; the too real child, he had conceived in
terms of the unreal.
III.
He was not excited by his return to school:
the same trees flanked the old, stone buildings,
the rooms were their ordinary colors, the boys were
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warmly uninteresting. He left his luggage in the
middle of the floor and walked slowly down the
stairs, and out, toward the pool. The hopelessness
and fatality of the year established themselves in
his brain. There was no fear, mere recognition,
mental analysis of the situation and its possibili
ties, a bewildered futility.
Looking at the undisturbed water emphasized
unrest, and he turned away. By the time he re
turned to unpack, he had not succeeded in answer
ing his despair, but he realised that he would put
away his clothes and books, and start a necessar
ily real year, and that effort and industry could
supersede thought.
The first weeks were always ones of readjust
ment; time to grade himself again to people and
surroundings he hadn't remembered during the
summer. Work was important then; his thoughts
were unsatisfactory when he thought: the snugness
of bed in the morning, the spring of muscles work
ing and of head-gears working, the pull of bed
while studying at night. He avoided serious
thought, although hard in his mind were the lat
ent germs of a philosophic unity. There was no
stimulus, no possibility; only a void, bounded by
a desire.
He was entirely unambitious, but worked be
cause there was nothing else to do. His day was
made up of classes, exercises, and the pool; eve
nings he studied, read, or talked.
It was in October that Dr. Dome, the senior
English master, asked his class to write themes for
the next week. He faced an immediate difficulty,
for fundamentally he felt incapable of thought
or subject. He went to the master to explain.
"What do you think about? What sort of ideas
do you have?" asked Dr. Dome. "Write about
them."
A whirl of important ideas and feelings ac
companied him the way to his room. He went
slowly, trying to grab hold of them to harden into
language, but they escaped him. In his room, he
wasted study time thinking vague word-wanting
thoughts, trying to patch together mental sugges
tions and fragments.
Finally, several days later, he sat down to pa
per, and disciplined himself into holding a penci
and beginning. Once started, he wrote until lights
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out, and rewrote and wrote again on the following days.
On the paper when it was returned was writ
ten, "Good paper. Come in and see me this afternoon. T. Dome."
The old man lived a good walk from the
school, in an elegant, yet shabby brick house.
Coming up to it, he noticed how the once-firm
lines of bricks were now sunken, and how the
whole house had assumed an air of gentilitly be
cause of it. He rang the bell, and waited until the
door was opened, then went into the quiet warmness of the study. He saw Dr. Dome's white
head, bent over a book, look up and smile, "Oh,
come in, come in, Goddin. I'm glad you could
get up today. Sit here; this is the soft chair."
He murmured, "Thank you, sir," and sat
down.
"Now, about your theme." The old man re
arranged the papers on his desk. Then, "It's prob
ably one of the finest papers I have ever had turn
ed in to me. An extraordinary paper."
"I tried very hard, sir."
"I don't think you had to try particularly hard.
Most of this was in you, wasn't it? You see, this
paper is more revealing than you realised. For
one thing, I think it shows that you can write, and
that you ought to write more."
Bruce Goddin was still.
Why don't you try writing more often? Try
putting your thoughts down, polishing them, and
bringing them to me. We can look them over and
discuss them."
I think I'd like to do that," he said.
I think you would. Your theme paper, for
^stance, shows signs of reading, and thinking, and
analysis. Writing demands all your mental re
sources; and, if you spend some time at it, you
gain some pretty excellent training.
Well, it's just a suggestion. I thought you
ndght like to do some extra work along this line
since your first paper is such a good one."
1 should like to, sir; and I'd be awfully grate
ful iflt you'd help me."
You write another paper this Friday, and
fing it over to me. We'll talk about it and see
at should be done. Now, how about some tea?"
Me nodded yes, and patted the old dog on the
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rug while Dr. Dome set out to find where tea had
been for the last fifteen minutes. He returned
with a flustered servant, and a striking, pert girl in
sweater and skirt.
"I don't think you know Mr. Goddin, Hulda,"
Dr. Dome smiled; "this is my neice Miss Frampton, Goddin. She's staying the winter with me."
Her hair instantly put him on his guard, and
he looked her over distrustfully as she poured the
tea, remembering Kitty. She caught his eyes
looking, and smiled sweetly.
Dr. Dome suggested the cakes; and then, go
ing, said, "I've got some work in the garden. Hul
da, you take care of Goddin."
When they were alone, she said, "Do you
write?"
"No, but Dr. Dome wants me to work at it.
I'd like to."
"Uncle says you could."
She rearranged the tea things, and looked up
to say, "Why don't you come over by the fire? It's
nice here."
He moved to her side. "What do you do?"
"Me? I've been trying to learn something about writing, too. Uncle is helping me."
"It must be wonderful to be so close to some
one who knows as much about it as he does."
"It is. We work together over my papers;
every week I have one ready for him."
"He asked me to try that, too. I'm coming
next Friday night."
"You are, really? That's nice."
They laughed, and with the laughter his melt
ing fear was completely gone.
Going home he thought of her happily, and
of the coming Friday happily. During the week,
he spent hours of hard work on the paper; think
ing, analysing, choosing words carefully, writing,
rewriting. He thought more often of Hulda, and
of tea, and fires and dogs, and of quiet talk. Of
her voice: calm, warm, gentle; and her smile, be
tween the times when she talked earnestly.
He felt all the heart-sickness he had known so
long, go tumbling away when he thought of her.
The problems he knew did not seem so important,
or so troubled. He could forget about them when
he thought of blond hair and quiet before the fire.
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He suddenly wanted Friday to be here, and he
wanted it intensely.
Friday night Hulda and he read their papers
to the old man, and he talked to them, and then
said he had probably better get to bed.
She said, "I'm so glad we can hear each other's
papers and talk them over; aren't you?"
He said yes, he was very glad.
"But I am worried about yours."
"Why?"
"It sounded so uncomfortable, so dissatisfied.
As if you were pretty angry with the world."
"I suppose I am."
"Are you?"
"Yes. I know it sounds silly, but why do I
waste my time here at school ? Why can't I be do
ing something interesting? Or learning some
thing ? Or know people who are living ? Until you,
I've not liked it much here."
"I know, Bruce. It's not silly. I've felt that
way so often."
"But everyone is so disinterested. They don't
care about the really important things."
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"Do you suppose it's because the people here
are interested only in the things that are appar
ent ? I mean the boys in the problems they know,
the masters in the problems they know? Until
something smacks them in the face, you can't ex
pect them to wake to it."
"Yes. But I wonder why they aren't awake to
these things? Why aren't they aware and ar
moured?"
"I think it's because their small circles never
touch the vital things."
He was silent.
Then he said, "But it doesn't matter. It doesn't
really matter, since there is you. These things
are not important. I never thought of that before.
How absolutely unimportant they are."
He was seeing only the little blond-head, the
quiet-voiced, little blond-head. His hand slid
down to hers. He folded them together, think
ing, "We're all that counts. We're all that
counts. The world fits in later."
The he said to her, "Nothing matters to us."
And she held her round mouth open for his lips.
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SELLING
JOHN GOLDSMITH is 20 and a junior. He
spends his time being a Panic in the gay young
set of Clinton, Connecticut, and winning trophies
for Sportsmanship On the Gridiron. He likes to
look at girls and plays. He is proud of being re
lated to Oliver Goldsmith, whose writing repels
him. He will probably be a Big Manufacturer
and a Friend of Labor. He writes very bad poetry
and very good obscene songs. He is usually op
pressively happy. He says he writes just for the
hell of it.

Selling
Helen totaled the column of figures a second
time to check her addition. It was right. During
the day she had sold seventy-eight dollars and
twenty three cents worth of merchandise. Seventyeight dollars was not a comforting figure. Helen
frowned. "A good sales girl will average one
hundred dollars worth of goods a day". Damn.
How well she knew it. And if you failed to main
tain a high average, if the totals in the sales book
began to slide, you were out. After all the buyer
had to maintain a record too. Helen shrugged her
shoulders. In ten minutes the bell would ring.
She had checked her stock. With any luck at all
she could make the seven o'clock train from Grand
Central.
She finished putting away some sweaters, and
walked from behind the counter. She crossed the
aisle and turned past the elevators towards the
stairway. There was a rattle of chains in one of
the elevator shafts at her right, and one of the
doors crashed open. "Seventh floor, dresses,
sweaters, sports wear, and junior misses shop. All
out please." A middle aged lady wearing a black
coat with a frayed fur collar edged her way out of
the car. She looked around her.
Helen mentally missed the seven o'clock train
as she flashed the glad-to -see-you smile and said,
"May I help you?"
The customer looked at Helen with what was
calculated to be the proper amount of condescen
sion. "I want to look at an inexpensive sweater"
she said.
Helen led her coustomer to an arm chair, and
started to locate medium priced sweaters. It was
second nature to her after three months. Inexpen
sive is a comparative word. "Show 'em the medi
um priced stuff first" the buyer had told her, "If
they can't afford it they won't buy it." The cus
tomer looked up. Helen knew that she wanted to
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say something. She crossed to where the lady was
sitting so that a shout would not be necessary. "I
suppose I should ask for Miss Carton", the cus
tomer confided, "she helped me when I was in last
week."
"I'll get her for you," Helen said. Her voice
carried none of the reprieve that she felt. It was
a break. She would make her train now after all.
Lizzie Carton, oldest, and most successful of
the seventh floor sales staff was trying evening
dresses on a young sub-deb with the doting mother
looking on. Helen took in the picture as she
entered the junior misses shop. It looked good.
Helen was almost jealous. Sub Debs with doting
mothers are a set up, and the dress that Lizzie
Carton was showing was priced at a hundred and
fifteen dollars. Helen quietly told Lizzie about
the customer that had asked for her. Lizzie was
all smiles. She smiled at Helen and said, Ask
her to wait for me dearie, I'll be right there.
Helen returned to the customer, and found her
restlessly pacing the carpet. Helen said, Miss
Carton will be with you in just a minute. Won t
you sit down?"
The lady didn't like it. Her mouth tightened,
and three wrinkles appeared on her forehead.
"Would you mind helping me" she said, I am in
a hurry." There was nothing for Helen to do but
show the lady a sweater. She started to go through
the stock. The lady was not very descriminatingThe second sweater that Helen showed her satis
fied her. Must be a gift, Helen thought. She re
placed the other sweater and got her book.
"Miss Henderson", Lizzie Carton's voice was
n't even sirupy. "What is going on hed
Helen looked up. Lizzie must have lost her sa e
she thought. Not for several seconds did Helen
realize that Lizzie was accusing her of stealing a
customer, and the realization came slowly. Lizzie
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expression gave her a clue that was born out by
her voice. Helen felt the suspicion grow to a cer
tainty in her mind.
"The lady was in a hurry" she said. As she
said it she heard it as it sounded. It was an empty
thing to say, and she hadn't been very convincing.
"This isn't fourteenth street." Lizzie was livid.
"You will have to learn, Miss Henderson, that
there are certain ethics about customers in this
store. If you haven't been brought up to know
what is right it is time you were finding out."
Helen looked at the customer. Why didn't
she get up and leave ? Did she like being treated
like a piece of merchandise? Why didn't she do
something instead of trying to appear unconcerned?
Lizzie was stilling. "This lady", Lizzie threw
an arm in the lady's general direction, "was my
customer."

Helen wanted to go. She knew that she was
iirthe right just as surely as she knew that it would
do her no good. Lizzie had everything behind
her. Helen's impulse was to throw down the sales
book and run. Nasty retorts started up from the
pit of her stomach. Before they reached her lips,
the proper thing to say had forced itself down
from her head. She placed her sales book on the
very edge of the counter, and slowly lined up
each edge with the corner of the plate glass top.
"Please take the sale Miss Carton" she said. Now
she felt foolish. There was an emptiness where
the harsh words had been.
Slowly, so that the two women could see that
she was not crying, she picked up her book again,
and went to the coat room. She heard Lizzie say,
"I'm sure you'll like this sweater, its one of our
best numbers." Helen had an uncontrollable de
sire to wash her hands.
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PEACE
E. F. McGUIRE is an extravagantly handsome
freshman from Buffalo. He is a well-adjuste
young man who writes gloomy prose to disciple
himself. He plays all sorts of games, without any
particular enthusiasm, and studies hard with no
enthusiasm at all. He is in debt to Edgar AH60
Poe, whom he admires rather more than necessaryHe is inclined to be Strong and Silent. He is 19-

Peace
The dim smoke of the factories had joined the
dusk over a great city. Standing by the fast Ni
agara River, one might look to the east and see
familiar forms leaping to the sky, lights in many
of the windows, the apparatus of a radio station
brilliant on one of the highest shapes. A slight
turn of the head and one might look out into the
grayness of Lake Erie; a single freighter might pass
northward inside the breakwall. With a sweep
to the west, one might see the dim outline of the
Canadian shore settling on the horizon, flickering
lights begining along the beaches, and a lighthouse
miles from shore, its thin needle of light inter
mittently arching from north to south. To the
north a great span looms across the river, a bridge
solemnly dedicated to Peace by which, ten years
after the dedication, one may enter a country once
again at war.
The cold moon this night had appeared from
behind the jagged skyline of the city. The insist
ent roar of the city had increased, and its illumi
nation had become more brilliant. Slowly a single
light passed, mid-stream, heading up the river. As
the American shore curved around to the west,
there gleamed, fan-like into the sky, a great golden
reflection — the steel mills running at night, the
curious gaudy colors of the blast furnaces, the con
verters, and the rest. Suddenly a great mass of
glowing material, carried by boat into the middle
°f the river, slowly disappeared, steam folding
upward from the spot — molten slag being slid
into the water. A steady stream of automobile
lights passed over the great steel span of the
bridge, its reflection distorted coldly on the water.
On the bank, silhouetted against the sparkling
fiver, stood a man and a woman.
Pathetic figures, they stood, stirring uneasily,
rimed, grease-stained coats, permanently shaped
^d creased. She, leaning on him, was the dis
gusting shape of an old woman, bulging in the
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wrong places, too lean in others. Every slope of
her body seemed to dig itself into the ground. He
was little better. Shapeless hat, its band stained
with sweat, shoes, broken open at the base of the
little toe. Stirring, they turned from the shore
and the river and the bridge, and shuffled toward
the now indefinite skyline. Up from the shore,
onto the street — a dead end — along the gutter
onto the sidewalk they stumbled. Up over a rail
road viaduct, last used several years ago, now used
for casting refuse onto the tracks, they passed,
shuffling. On the other side of the viaduct, they
slammed into The Anchor Grill. At last, with their
own kind, protected from the opressive outside,
they became living, throwing themselves at the
stools as if in relief.
"God damn it," he exploded.
"Bitcher," she grumbled quietly.
"I'm a bitcher?" he said and exploded again.
"Oh, shut up."
Silence.
"God damn it!" More emphatically .
"O. K., what's stickin* ya?" Casually.
Waiting, he glared through the smoky air.
"Oh, Christ, I don't know. I guess we might as
well go on the way we are now. It don't make
much difference. Take you." He waved his
hand in her direction. "Take you. I can't lay
a hand on ya. I'd be just where you are. I guess
I don't give a damn what happens. I can't find
work, and anyhow I m too tired. 1oo broke to
eat. Makin' believe I got to look after you, and
nothin' to look after ya with. I don't know where
ya came from, or what you're after. Don't know
where you're going or anything. Maybe I could
do somethin' if it wasn't for you. Two coffees,
black. Ya know, there ain't nothing for us here.
We ain't doin' ourselves any good. If I could
only — 0h, damn you." He finished, looking
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even uglier, his head between his hands, smoke
swirling above it.
One look at her in the pale yellow light, and
you could tell she had heard. A once pretty face,
now pinched and squeezed at the mouth, thick
skin hanging loosely from her head and neck, thick
black hair, thick but still wispy, pouring down over
her ears, drawn eyes with heavy crowsfeet. She
was silent.
He got up and paced impatiently to the end of
the almost empty counter, then half way back.
"Why don't ya get the hell out and leave me alone? You ain't got no strings on me. I ain't
never touched you... Never seen ya 'till a couple
a months ago," he snarled. "Where....?" Softly,
bewildered.
She was obedient; she had gone, brushing slow
ly by him. Bewildered, he stared after her, but he
slowly went back to his seat. The man seated
next to him hit him open-handed across the mouth,
and followed her out.
He held his mouth. Well, now he could do
anything he wanted — anything he damn pleased.
He sat there smiling to himself, blowing the hot
coffee into a saucer. He picked up a cigarette
butt out of the ashtray, lit it, letting the smoke
pour thickly through his ragged moustache. Any
one could smoke if they weren't too particular.
Now he was alone and could do what he wanted.
A sneer broke out over his face. His foot
tapped on the rail at the counter. He shifted
in his seat. The butt burned his fingers. The
coffee was cold... both cups. He stood up, knock
ing over a chair, and swung out of the smoky air.
Outside it had clouded over heavily and had begun
to rain. A car swung by on the wet pavement. He
started walking unsteadily, sloshing through pud
dles. The rain made his clothes smell worse—wet,
stale. The water soaked his feet easily through
the cuts in his shoes. He spit at every lamp post,
kicked at a piece of newspaper, putting his foot
through it. He crossed half way over the viaduct
and leaned against the railing at the top, looking
down at the debris below.
How? When? Why? What for? Who for?
He stood erect. Then relaxing, he shuffled down
the other side. It was still raining, and the smells
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from the debris had driven him away, hungry. He
went further toward the river, and stood looking
down the small embankment at the now dark
water. On the other side of the breakwall, in the
middle of the river, the wind was lashing the rain
into torrents, and picking up the waves, battered
them against the wall, the spray showering high
over it. But on land it still drizzled.
He began to walk determinedly towards the
bridge named for Peace. The great steel and
cement structure pushed upward above him. He
headed over the embankment, down nearer the
river, onto the old tow-path, the path donkeys
once trod pulling boats up the river inside the
breakwall, now a wops' lovers' lane in good
weather. It was still raining. He wiped his face
with his water-spotted sleeve. Where was he
going, what for? Damn, he didn't want to find
her; he'd just got rid of her. He was directly un
der the great magnetic span now, moved to where
the bridge leveled off into a road. He stayed un
der it and lay down in the wedge that it formed
with the ground. He lay down and swore. He
swore again, and something not far from him
moved. What difference? Something else just
like him. It moved again, then sobbed. He raised
himself up and crawled over. It sobbed again.
Oh, God! Black hair, pinched lips, thick loose
hair with his rough hands, looked at her neck
again. She sobbed again. He smoothed back her
hair and lay down beside her.
The late Canadian-bound bus rumbled along
on its last trip over-head.

METROPOLITAN OPERA WEEK
April 14 through April 19
at
CLEVELAND PUBLIC AUDITORIUM
For information write to:
NORTHERN OHIO OPERA ASS'N.
721 Bulkley Bldg.
CLEVELAND, OHIO
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THE FALL
WALTER ELDER writes instead of studying.
He holds the Springfield (O.) scholarship and the
all-time course record for class cuts. He mostly
sleeps and reads philosophy books. He says he
doesn't understand anything else. He is always in
love, especially in the spring, when he throws base
balls for Kenyon to keep himself away from his
girl's town. He is 19 and looks 30. He says he
writes stories about his Childhood because he
doesn't have to think. He is probably a junior.

The Fall
Junie got out of the car at the front door and
just stood there for a minute with his tablet in one
hand and his lunch box in the other. He'd been
inside the Possum schoolhouse before, but he
wasn't quite sure where the ninth grade room was.
He looked around for some one he knew, but all
he saw was a bunch of high school kids who were
waiting for the Oak Grove bus and the kids he had
gone to Cross Roads with last year who had just
gotten off the bus. He didn't want to go wander
ing around with all the kids staring at him, and he
couldn't bring himself to ask any one where he
was supposed to go.
"Hi, Junior!"
Junie whirled around at the sound of his name,
almost lost his footing in the loose gravel. He
did drop his tablet, and by the time he had picked
it up he had no idea where the greeting had come
from. He looked toward the group of high school
kids and they were all staring at him and laugh
ing. He looked away and tried to pay no attention
to them, but one of the girls said, "Don't you
know me, Junior?" Not only did she say that,
but she started to walk toward him.
This was terrible. .. he couldn't turn and run.
It was too far to any of the buildings. Besides,
it would be too silly. But just think what the fel
lows would think if they saw him talking to a girl!
At Cross Roads any one who talked to any girl
except his sister took an awful riding from the
gang. He knew several guys who went to Possum
because they played on the Beattytown Tigers
with him last summer in sandlot baseball. Criminy! If any of them showed up now!
"Girls," he muttered. Then he looked up and
not two feet away stood the one who had spoken
to him. He didn't know her, but she seemed to
know him. He wouldn't be caught talking to a
34

girl, so he just stood twisting his body around
and looking everywhere but at her.
"Don't you remember me, Junior?"
"Yeh. I mean—I don't think so."
"I'm Rachel Arthur."
"Oh, sure." (Who in the world was Rachel
Arthur?).
"Are you going to Possum this year?"
"Yeh".
"I guess I'll get to see you every day then,
won't I?"
"Sure, I guess so . . . Well, I got to go now.
Bus Heine and a couple of the other guys who
had played ball with him last summer came around
the corner of the building just then, and Junie al
most ran towards them. He hoped that they had
n't seen him talking to a girl.
"Hi fellows."
"Well if it ain't Danny."
"Are you guys in the ninth grade?"
"Bus and Jim are."
Junie felt a whole lot better now. Bus and
Jim would know where to go. They talked about
the baseball season last summer, about the neu
kids at Possum this year, and about the new teachers as they made about three rounds of the side
walk. Then out of a side door came a couple of
other boys that Junie didn't know. They edged up
to his group, arid the fellows with Junie puffed up
a little. Junie knew how that was. Everytiflie a
new fellow came to school the boys who already
knew him would take him in tow and walk aroun
with him and get him into all the games, The
other fellows would have to be nice to the ones
who already knew him in order to get to meet
him. If he turned out to be okeh then you had a
lot of guys on your side, but if he was a stinker
then it was usually forgotten pretty soon any^a)
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The walking and talking continued, and the
two new fellows kept trying to edge into the group
and trying to avoid being pushed clear off when
the whole bunch made a turn at the end of the
sidewalk. Pretty soon one of them bent over
from his position on the end of the line and said,
"Say, wasn't that you I seen talking to Rachel
Arthur this morning around in front?"
The whole bunch stopped and looked first at
the speaker and then at Junie. Oh golly, thought
Junie, I'm sunk the first day.
"Yeh, 1 guess so. She came over and said
hello to me and said that she was Rachel Arthur,
but I'd never seen her before in my life."
"No kidding. Do you know Rachel ?"
"Boy, she's okeh."
"Man, I'd like to tie into a little bit of that myself."
"Charlie Bauser says she's the nicest smooch
at Oak Grove this year."
Junie looked at the boy around him to see if
they were kidding. They actually seemed impress
ed that he had talked to a girl. At Cross Roads
girls were something to joke at. They couldn't
play baseball, and they were always giggling and
laughing together in corners. Whenever they did
play any games with the boys the boys always won
by an awful big score even though they usually
played left-handed. What were these guys talk
ing about ? One thing he knew. It was a run for
his side as far as these guys were concerned that he
had talked to her, and he wasn't going to let any
chance to get in good with them go by.
She's okeh, I guess. I don't know her awfully
well."
Okeh ? Did you ever have her out in the hall
in postoffice?"
Man, those lips and that body. Okeh? I
should hope to say so."
Junie hadn't even looked at her, so he didn't
know whether she was a blond or a redhead. As
Hr as her lips and body, he wasn't quite sure what
that meant. These guys seemed to know what
was what though, so he agreed that she was all
"ght as girls g0.
Listen to the guy talk, will ya?"
How many babes have you ever been out with,
Danny?"
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"Sounds like a lady-killer, doesn't he, Jim?"
^"Well, maybe you guys have forgotten that I
was in West Virginia a couple of weeks last sum
mer. Those Southern girls are okeh, too."
Junie had been visiting with some of his
mother's relatives, and they had spent the time
rowing around in a little boat on the Ohio River
and had climbed lots of the foothills after berries.
There had been a big girl about eighteen built like
a horse who had usually gone along to watch
after his younger cousins, so he wasn't really ly
ing when he hinted at knowing some southern
girl.
The Possum gallants were impressed, and
the rest of the time before school was spent
in offering favors to Junie and in trying to
make themselves agreeable. The girl situation in
vaded even the baseball conversation.
"We had a pretty good season last summer
until we met up with that bunch of pros who play
ed for Dick's Barbers."
"Remember that game Danny pitched against
the Terriers?"
"Three-hit shutout, wasn't it?"
"Come to think of it, wasn't Rachel there with
your sister, Bus?"
"Darned if she wasn't. No wonder Danny
was so tough."
"Say, how about sitting beside me in home
room, Danny? We can grab a couple of seats in
the back row where Old Lady Printz won t bother
us.
"Aren't you going to sit up front where you
can see her legs everytime she crosses them, Art?"
"We got some pretty nice chicks in our class
this year. They really blossomed out over the
summer."
"I bet a lot of that figure on Roxie ain't natural."
Junie didn't understand a lot of what they
were saying, but he seemed to be the center to
wards which most of their comments were direct
ed so he grinned when he thought it was wise to
g*in and sneered when the rest of the guys seemed
to think that the crack was not so hot. He felt
pretty good about the way things were working
out. Most of these fellows were fifteen or even
sixteen, and he was only thirteen, but he could tell
35
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NEAR KENYON TRY

THE HOTEL WEAVER
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that he was really in good with them.
Bus Heine's sister came around the corner
then with a couple of girls on each side of her and
stopped near the bunch of boys long enough to
give Art and Jim little envelopes. Junie knew her
because she had come to most of the baseball
games last summer with her brother, and after
what had happened this morning with Rachel
Arthur he didn't know whether to speak to her
or not. She didn't give him an envelope so he
grunted a "Hello, Dudie," and concentrated upon
opening and closing his jacknife.
"What are these things, Bus?"
"Invitations to her birthday party Saturday,
I imagine. Say Danny, Rachel's going to be there.
Want me to get you an invitation?"
"Yeh. I guess so. I'd like to get to know
that chicken better."
The bell rang then, and the group started
around the building towards the fire escape that
led to the ninth grade room. Junie noticed that
they didn't run and that there was none of this
silly stuff of marching into the building. They
saundered into the room and hung up their coats.
Art and Junie took two seats clear in the back
corner. At Cross Roads Junie had always been
near the head of his class. Bus was talking with
his sister, and there were two lady teachers talk
ing in front of the room. A girl walked by swing
ing her hips, and when she turned around Junie
could have sworn that she was wearing lipstick.
She stopped near Art's desk and asked him where
they were supposed to sit.
"Where you been sittin' for the last fifteen
years, sister?"
Junie wasn't sure about this but when she
laughed he snickered too. Before the teacher
came over to the desk and began to rap for order
Bus had time to come over and tell Junie that he
had it all fixed up for the party Saturday nightJunie sat back and prepared to listen to the
teacher filled with a glow of having done all right
so far. He could see now that this was going to be
a very interesting school year. All he had to do
was to keep his eyes and ears open and find out
what this was all about. He wasn't quite sure
about this girl situation but he'd find out pretty
HIKA f»'

quick. Saturday night he'd be right in there
pitching.
The birthday party was held in Pyles' pasture
at the foot of the big coasting hill. The older boys
were wheedled into building a fire for roasting
the weiners while some of the girls went up to the
farm house for water. The boys who lived more
than a mile or so away were brought by their
parents, but most of them came on their bi
cycles. The older boys were busy sailing down
the hill at top speed on their bikes and just skim
ming the wooden benches and the pile of stones
which served for a fireplace. The girls screamed
at all the close shaves, so everyone felt rewarded
for his efforts. Mrs. Heine and her older daughter
who was married were there as chaperones, and
as each car came up with more boys and girls for
the party the parents conveyed strict instructions
as to behavior and curfew hours. Junie came on
his bicycle because he was going to spend the night
with Jim Smith. He didn't have to be home at
any special time, and Jim's folks were away on a
stock-buying trip.
The boys showed off with their bikes for awhile, and then they went down to the creek to see
what there was of interest there. They amused
themselves for a while by throwing stones and by
threatening to throw some of the smaller boys into
the water. Junie was glad to get away from the
fire place where all the girls were because he
wasn't quite sure what was expected of him.
Rachel Arthur was there, and he had a chance to
get a good look at her without being noticed.
He couldn't ask any of the kids there who she
was, so he watched and he noticed which one
turned around when her name was called. When
he had finally figured out which one she was, he
knew that he'd never have any trouble picking her
out again. She was the first girl that he had ever
really taken the trouble to get a good look at, and
for the first time he realized that there might be an
excuse for their existence. She was rather short.
At least she appeared to be because a girl who
was old enough to have her figure was old enough
to be taller. Her hair and eyes were very black,
and they seemed to reflect every bit of light that
touched them. Junie couldn't figure out why but
he just stood and stared. Bus called him sharply,
FEBRUARY, 1941

ENJOY THIS AFTERNOON OR
EVENING AT

GRAMAC'S
BOWLING LANES
105 - 107 W. Vine St.
MT. VERNON, OHIO

Harry A. Blue
AAA. Garage
24 Hr. Service
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and he jerked around afraid that he had been spied
upon. In doing so he fell over the rear wheel of
his bike. As he got up he noticed that Rachel
was smiling at him. It wasn't a snicker at his fall,
but rather just a friendly smile.
It was time to eat so the boys politely restrain
ed themselves while each of the girls helped her
self to a weiner and bun, potato chips, and fruit
salad. As soon as the girls had gotten their first
helping, the boys descended and finished the rest
of the food in a couple of minutes. Every one
sang "Happy birthday to Dudie" at the request of
Mrs. Heine, and a few of her closer friends gave
her presents. By this time the sun had gone down,
so the fire was built up and the benches were drag
ged close to the fire. For several minutes the boys
sat on one bench, and the girls sat and giggled on
the other. Soon two or three of the older boys
got up, went over to the girls, and after talking a
short time couples began to disappear in the
woods.
Junie was feeling very uncomfortable. He
wasn't at all sure just what he was supposed to do.
He knew that he was supposed to perform some
action because of the way some of the girls would
look at Rachel, then at him, and then would giggle
and whisper. Junie decided that the giggle was
one of the big reasons he had for disliking girls.
He decided to remain aloof and assumed a far
away look on his face as he looked past the fire in
to the darkness. It wasn't really dark because
the moon was very bright and very full. He could
see some of the couples sitting on logs or leaning
against trees. Art and Jim had selected girls
among the very first. Rachel was still sitting on
the bench opposite him... no, she wasn't... she
got up and came over and sat down beside Junie.
He sat stock still and stared at the fire.
"Don't you like picnics?"
"Sure, I guess they're all right."
"Do you like the kids here?"
"Yeh, they're okeh."
Junie found a twig on the bench and gave very
close attention to the task of tearing it into small
pieces. Meanwhile Rachel kept up the conver
sational standard by offering a comment every
three minutes or so. Junie felt himself slipping
and soon he was not only answering but he even
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dared to look at her for a brief instant and smile. ||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||N
She was right on her toes and smiled back. She
followed up this opening by moving closer to him
so that their thighs touched. This proved to be a
bit hasty because Junie immediately noticed that
Bj=
ij
every one seemed to be watching them, and he be
HOP V0URS€Lf TO
gan restraining his contributions to the conversa
zsz
tion to a nod or a grunt. Rachel was not one to
retreat though, and after half an hour Junie found
i %
himself telling her about his baseball team, about
I
his sister's boy friend, and about how well he
liked Possum. He delivered this in gruff, terse
statements which were answers to questions rather
than volunteer information.
"Say, it's getting late. I better be going home."
"Well, good night, Rachel."
"Gee, I hate to walk all that distance alone this
late at night."
%';:ca
"You can use my bike if you want to."
i
i
"No thanks, — (10 seconds silence) Junie."
"Yeh?"
Is:::!!* 4
"Would you mind walking home with me?"
• St •okl in cans
"Just a second. Hey, Jim, want to go with me
and
on drrft as
ri
now? I'm going to walk Rachel Arthur home."
i
well as in this
"What do you want with me then?"
popular pint
"Why.
bottW.
"Come on, Junior, you can find your way back
again alone, can't you?"
"Sure, but... oh, okeh."
It was only about a mile up to Rachel's house
if you went around by the road, and since Junie
had his bike they started out that way. She walk
ed very slowly, so after she refused Junie's offer
to ride on the handlebars, he got off and pushed
his bike. Except for the country night noises and
the noise they made by walking, every thing was
,
Suiet until they were about two hundred yards
r
«
from her house. Junie kept stealing brief glances at I
her every now and then, and by some quirk his f
thoughts turned to a movie he had seen one even- \
i°g this summer. There had been a moonlight walk
V1
in it. It was a "slushy" movie, and the only reason
Junie went to see it was because the older kids in
L—
the crowd wanted to see some girl named Jean
FORT WAYNE INDIAN*
8FFGHOFF BREWING CORP
Harlow who was in the show. Westerns were his
kind of show, but even they always ended with a
hug and a kiss. Lots of the books he had read had
t0'd about an otherwise ideal man "succumbing to
|||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||illlllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllHI
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thf /harms" of a girl. Maybe there was something
to ail this stuff. The kids, Art, Jim, and Bus
seemed to think that the girl business was great.
He took another quick look at Rachel. She was
on her toes again, and this time found Junie hold
ing her hand as they walked along. He pondered
this for a couple of minutes, and then things
began to shape up better than he had ever seen
them before. Why shouldn't he get in on this
stuff? Rachel was quite openly interested in him.
He was doing all right. This was as easy as fall
ing off a log. In the books that he had read it
had taken months, even years for the hero to get
to kiss the girl. Why, right now he'd bet that
after only a couple of weeks or so he could kiss
Rachel. That was what he wanted to do, he kept
telling himself. It didn't mean a thing to him
because he didn't know how to go about it, but
from the way the other kids talked, he gathered
that it was fun.
Rachel bent her arm around in back of her
while still holding Junie's hand so he was now
walking with his arm practically around her. He
could see that they were going to get along very
well after a couple of weeks or so, but what was
worrying him now was how to take that first step.
What should be his first move? Miaybe he could
find out from Art or Jim just how to go about it.
As they reached the driveway to Rachel's house
Junie put his bike in the ditch and then walked
on up to the kitchen door with her. She put her
hand on the knob and then turned around and
leaned against the door as if she were expecting
something to happen. Junie looked at her, looked
away, stuffed his hands in his pockets, kicked at
the step, and tried to think of something to say.
"Nice party, wasn't it, Rachel?"
"Especially the walk home."
"Yeh, that was nice, too."
"Don't you like me, Junior?"
"Sure, I guess so. I mean — sure.
"Come here then."
With that she reached forward, put her arm
around his neck, and kissed him on the lips. Then
she turned quickly, went inside and shut the door
behind her.
Junie took half a step towards the door and
stopped when she shut the door. He still stood
40

there for ten or fifteen seconds staring at the
glass in the door. He touched his lips cautiously,
but there didn't seem to be any change that his
fingers could touch. Things whirled slightly,
then he suddenly realized that he had kissed a girl.
Junie turned around, gave a loud "hot diggitydog!" and ran towards his bike as fast as he could
run. He dragged it out of the ditch, jumped on,
and began to pedal madly down the road. He
could feel his cheeks burning, and the cool night
air felt good on his face. These Possum guys
think they're so tough, huh? They'd know that
he could keep up with them now! All of them
agreed that Rachel was about the best looking
girl around there. It sure didn't take him long
to get in with her!
"Good night," he said, "I wonder if she's in
love with me?"
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